ing to Vancouver by way of the East to retire. Captain
Conway was the last man one would have credited witj
acting on impulse, yet one morning he stumped d^wjn
below for the air-gun he kept in his luggage and silently
picked off with one shot a beautiful unknown bird that
had come to rest on our cross-trees. It was an exotic
bird that might have flown straight out of the Arabian
Nights. The turquoise blue of ifcss breast melted, on
the wings, into every kind of delicate pastel shade. Cap-
tain Conway couldn't eat it, he had no materials to
stuff it. When it had fallen on the deck he picked it
up, turned it over incuriously and stumped down to his
cabin with the gun. He couldn't explain to himself or
anyone else why' he had shot the bird, and for
twenty-four hours the whole ship, even Miss Dean,
ostracized him.
We reached Port Said in the early morning, a
strange, dead gateway to the East. Monotonously
chanting natives wreathed the coal-barges. A huddle
of ships were queuing for their turn to go through the
Canal. Only the sun, that had drained the town of its
life, saved its disjointed dirty white streets from being
* a masterpiece of ugliness. I might have felt cheated in
my introduction to the Orient if it hadn't been for the
chattering vendors who besieged our light-hearted shore
party and the sleeping bodies that strewed the heat-
drenched pavements.
The ship entered the Canal at dusk, and I stayed
on deck all night to watch the passage* When light
came it unrolled a frieze of camels, palm trees, spreading
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